studied composition with Zernlinsky. He begged me to bring
some of my work to the Opera for him to see.
We had long ago drawn apart from the rest, or else they had
left us alone. There was that magic circle round us which quickly
encloses those who have found each other. I promised hfrn to
come one day, when I had something good to show him. He
smiled ironically, as though to say that he would have a long time
to wait, and then invited me to the dress-rehearsal next morning
of the "Tales of Hoffmann." Madame Clemenceau and Frau
Zuckerkandl came up at that moment and he invited them also.
I hesitated at first: my composition for Zemlinsky was not done
yet. Then my feelings carried me away and I accepted. There
was just time before we parted for a quick question:
"Where do you live?"
"Hohe Warte------"
"Fll take you------"
But I did not want to go on foot.    It was late and I was tired,
"Well, you'll be at the Opera?   For certain?"
"Yes indeed, as long as I can get my work done/'
"Then that's a promise?"
It was over. I was not pleased with myself. I had the distinct
feeling of having put myself in a false light* Owing to my
wretched^ inborn shyness I could never be my real self in company
and when I met people for the first time. Either my obstinate
silence was broken only by distracted replies, or else, as to-night,
I was as bold as brass and kept nothing back.
My stepfather, Karl Moll, talked to me at length about this
new friendship, which did not altogether please either of us,
Mahler by that time had got into the way of talking as though
he addressed an assembled crowd. "Yes, but I tell you------"
That was how he talked. He had wielded power so long, en-
countering only abject submission on every hand, that his isolation
had become loneliness. I thought no more of my impressions,
but I was certainly flattered by the exclusive attention he paid me*
But it is time to say something of Mahler's family and up-
bringing.
His father was a man of strong and exuberant vitality, com-
pletely uninhibited. He married a girl of a good Jewish family
named Frank; being lame from birth, she had no pretensions to a
good match. The man she loved did not give her a thought and
so she married Bernard Mahler without love and with utter